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Something Weird This Way Comes 


He's there every night. 


After every show in Tampere or Helsinki, he's always there waiting near the backstage door. Standing off to 
the side under a light pole, smoking a cigarette and waiting for Tony to exit. 


He doesn't do anything. Just keeps his distance. 
But Tony can feel his eyes on him. Watching his every move but saying nothing. 


Tony walks by him without a word, not even a nod. He doesn't know who this guy is, and damned if he isn't 
going to get himself into a bad situation with a stranger. 


The guy makes no movement toward Tony. Doesn't call his name or anything. He just waits until Tony goes and 


then leaves himself. 


And Tony can't help but to wonder why he's there. 


PEKEE 

Elias inhales the last of his cigarette and pitches it off the side. He shuffles back to the bus stop with a sigh. 
Various people from the gig are there, chatting away about the setlists or the musicians. 

He's only half listening, one thing bouncing around in his mind - Tony. 


There's something about him that draws Elias near. He doesn't know what it is, but every time Sonata Arctica 
is in town he has to be there. 


Though not in the front row. Just off the right side so he has a good angle to see Tony. To watch him 


entertain the audiences with whatever crazy antics he comes up with. 


Elias frowns, playing with the lining of his coat pockets. He should be at home with his wife and kids, but not 
tonight. 


He has a job to do first. 

FEKE KE KK 

Tony sighs at his meal. 

Henkka's eyebrow arches. "What's wrong? Isn't that your favorite?" 

Tony nods, pushing the food around his plate. 

Henkka snorts and scoots his chair closer to Tony's. "Ok, out with it” 

Tony sighs again, setting his fork and knife down. "It's nothing.” 

Henkka rolls his eyes. "Yeah right, and you're acting normal right now. Out with it, Kakko." 
"There's this guy.” 

Henkka grins, patting Tony on the back. "Come to join the darkside now?" 

Tony snorts, shaking his head at the big grin on Henkka's face. "No. This guy keeps appearing after gigs." 
Henkka laughs. "And?" 


"And nothing. He just stands there and watches me come out." 


Henkka rubs at his beard. "Huh, you got a groupie.” 
Tony rolls his eyes. "He's not a groupie. He's never said a word to me 

Henkka leers. "Sometimes you don't want them to speak" 

Tony laughs at Henkka. "Anyway, he's just there night after night. It's weird" 
"What's he look like? Maybe | can scope him out before you come out next time" 
Tony held up his hand. "No. Thark you. I'l deal with it" 


Henkka snorts, getting up to take his plate over to the garbage. "Somehow | doubt that" He sets it on the tray 


and turns back to Tony. "You're going to overthink about this guy and be more and more miserable” 
Tony sighs, and gets up from the table. "No, lm not. He's just some guy. He means nothing to me" 
Henkka laughs, heading for the elevator to his hotel room. "Whatever you say: 

KEEKEKE 

Tony gets off the elevator and walks down the hallway. 


A door at the end of the hallway opens and a man steps outside. Tony frowns as the man comes closer, 


wondering why he looks so familiar. 


As the man passes, Tony's jaw drops. The man stops and turns back to look at him. Tony stumbles back and 


heads for his door, the card key shaking in his hands. 


Once Tony gets inside his room, he leans against the closed door. He gasps for a breath, heart pounding inside 


his chest. 

What's he doing here? 

LETTET ES 

Elias swears under his breath, racing down the stairs. 

It was rule number one of his job - never be seen. 

And now he was, and by the last man he wanted to be seen by. 


Elias' hand shakes as he reaches for the door knob. 


He had to keep calm about this. No use getting worked up about nothing. Tony didn't see anything other than 
him passing by. 


It's as simple as that. 

Elias lights up a cigarette when he exits outside. He sighs, a stream of smoke coming out of his parted lips. 
Nothing is ever as simple as that. It will be complicated now. 

And Elias hates complications. 

OK 


Tony is woken up by loud pounding on his door. He rubs at his eyes and glances over at the hotel desk clock 


that reads 115. 
The pounding gets louder. 


Tony groans and gets out of bed, grabbing a pair of jeans and shuffling over the door. He yawns and looks 
through the peep hole. Tired eyes blink into focus and he stares at the image. 


The door pounds again 
Tony shakes himself and opens the door. "Is there something wrong, officer?" 
"Sorry to wake you sir, but | have a few questions to ask you" 

Tony blinks. "About what?" 


The police officer moves away from Tony's doorway and points down the hall. "There's been a murder. Did you 


see anything out of the ordinary last night?" 
Tony stares down the hall with wide eyes. Medics are milling about, carrying a stretcher out of a room. 
"Sir?" 


Tony swallows hard and looks back at the officer. "Um, no. | just had dinner downstairs after a gig and then 


went to bed." 
"A gig?" 


Tony nods. "Yeah, um, I'm a singer in a band. We're from Kemi." 


The officer writes down something in his notepad. "| see. And how long are you in Helsinki for?" 


Tony thinks for a moment and then says, "Two more days. We're playing three nights at the Tavastia. Last 


night was our first show." 

The officer writes that down and closes his notepad. "Are your other bandmates on this floor?" 
"Yeah across the way and to the left and right of that one." 

The officer nods and moves away. "Thank you for your time, sir. That's all | have for now." 


Tony watches him walk across the way to Henkka's door and knock on it. He waits for a tousled Henkka to come 


out before closing his door. 
He leans against the door and stares into his room. 
It can't be. That can't be where the guy came from. Why would he be there? Was he the killer? 


Tony shivers and heads back to bed, trying to warm up his body again. He wishes he had someone to share it 


with like Henkka does. 

It would help right now. 

RB IK REE RK 

Elias looks out at the Helsinki harbor and sighs. He glances down at his black watch, the seconds tick by. 


He shivers under the cold fall breeze blowing off the water, eyes watching the ships past by in the early 


morning. 
A man approaches him from the side. "Sorry to keep you waiting.’ 
Elias turns to the man but says nothing. 


The man snorts. "Janne told me you didn't say much." He digs into his coat pocket to pull out an envelope. "It's 
probably for the best since | hate useless chit chat” He hands the envelope to Elias. 


Elias opens it and glances inside. 
"Its all there." 


Elias nods and puts it inside his coat. 


The man watches Elias with interest. “Well then, my thanks’ 

Elias nods again and walks away. 

SERRE RE 

Tony heads down for breakfast a few hours later. He puts some food on his plate and sits down next to Marko. 
Marko glances up while shoving food into his mouth. He stops eating and turns to Tony. "You ok?" 

Tony shakes his head, staring down at his food 

"Wanna talk about it?" 

ae 


Marko reaches over to touch Tony's shoulder. "You sure? | mean, I'm pretty shaken up myself with a murder 


happening down the way. | didn't even hear anything.” 


Tony stiffens in his seat. He blinks really fast. "Hear anything. No, there was no sound. He just moved like the 
wind." 


Marko's eyebrow arches. "He? What are you talking about?" 

Tony flushes. “Um, nothing. | didn't see anything” 

Tommy leans across the table and whispers, "Could have fooled me. What did you see?" 
Tony bites his lip, and then looks Tommy in the eyes. "The killer.” 

FEFE KKE 


Elias closes his cell phone after sending a text off to his wife. He has to check in occasionally or she'll get 


suspicious. Think he's fooling around with another womon, but he has no use for that. 
Women are the last thing on his mind. 


He looks at the display with Tony's face plastered all over it. A concert poster advertising their three gigs this 
week He shuffles over to it and places his hand over Tony's picture. 


Elias snorts and takes his hand off it. It's a waste of his time to be like this. 


And yet, he can't help it. 
He has to be there. Something about Tony Kakko is catching his eye. 


Elias sighs, eyes still on the poster. He wishes he'd never seen them play so many years ago in Tampere. That 
he never got dragged to the show by a friend, now dead for something he didn't do. 


His life is tied to this band. It somehow became a part of them without actually being a part of them. 

And right now, he wants to see Tony. 

It's not like he doesn't know where he is. That chance meeting last night confirmed it 

Elias frowns. He was careless last night, seen by Tony after the job. The only person who could identify him. 


Stomach muscles tense inside of Elias. The last thing he wants is to be discovered. He's worked so hard to 


cover his tracks. 

And now it could go all to hell thanks to some singer. 

Elias sighs and starts walking back to the hotel. He has to find out just how much Tony knows. 
FEEFEE 

Tommy stares at Tony. "What? Are you serious?" 


Tony plays with his hands. "| saw..l saw him last night. He passed me after he walked out of the room the 


murder took place in" 

Marko frowns. "Who is he?" 

Henkka's jaw drops a little. "Wait, not that guy who's been showing up after gigs?" 

Tony nods at Henkka. "It was him. I've seen him so much over the years that Id recognize him in an instant" 
Marko blinks. "Huh? | didn't understand. What guy?" 


Henkka sighs and sits back in his chair. "Tony told me last night there's this guy who waits outside after gigs. 
A groupie of some sort, but all he does is stand around and watches Tony." 


Marko turns to Tony. "What does he look like? Tall? Short?" 


Tony bites his lip. "He's taller than me. Maybe Tommy's height or something. | never really paid much attention 


to it." 
"Ok, what about his looks? Fat? Skinny? Blond? Brunette?" 


Tony sighs. "He's brown haired like yours but with brown eyes. He's kind of beefy but not really fat if that 


makes sense." 
Henkka rubs at his chin. "So built like a bodyguard?" 


Tony blinks and then nods. "Yeah, like that. But.. don't know, he doesn’t look dangerous to me. He has kind of a 


blank expression on when | see him. He's not glaring at me or anything." 
Tommy turns toward the front doors and points. "You mean like that guy?" 
All four guys turn in their seats to watch a man walk into the hotel. 


FEKE EE EK 


Elias pushes the glass door to the hotel open and walks inside. He proceeds forward and then suddenly stops. 
His eyes glance to the right to spot them looking at him. 


Shit. 


He looks away from them to glance around the dining room to make it seem like he's looking for someone else. 
A shrug of his shoulders, and then he turns around and walks out the door. 


Once he gets outside, he ruffles around in his coat pocket to pull out a cigarette. He puts it into his mouth and 
searches around for a lighter, patting at his suit pockets. 


A flick of a lighter sounds next to him. He glances up to see Marko. 

"Need a light?" 

Elias blinks and then leans in to light his cigarette. He moves away from Marko, heading away from the hotel. 
"Why are you stalking Tony?" 

Elias stops walking, his shoulders slumping a little. 

Marko walks up to stand in front of Elias. "| asked you a question. Why are you stalking Tony?" 


Before Elias has a chance to answer, Tony barrels out of the front doors and races over to them. "Are you 


crazy, Make?" 


Marko sighs at Tony. "Get out of here!" 


Elias watches Tony gasp for a breath from the sudden burst of speed. He reaches into his coat and pulls out 


an inhaler. 
Marko intercepts Elias‘ move toward Tony with it. "Get the fuck away from him." 
Tony blinks at the inhaler in his hand. "How did you know | had asthma?" 


Marko pushes Elias back and glances over at Tony. "I don't give a fuck how he knows. | want to know why he's 
stalking you." 


Elias puts the inhaler back into his pocket. He takes a drag of the cigarette and pulls it out of his mouth, 


glancing at trees swaying in the distance 

Marko confronts Elias again. "I'll ask you again, why are you stalking Tony?" 

Elias opens his mouth and then closes it. He shuffles past both of them, heading away from the hotel again 
Marko follows him. "What a minute, where the fuck are you going?" 

Elias doesn't answer him. 

Marko yanks to Elias’ arm. "I asked you a question!" 


Elias turns and yanks on his arm, sending Marko to the ground. He glares at him and then reaches down to 


shove a piece of crumpled paper into his hand. 
Marko opens his mouth to question it, but Elias walks away and heads around the corner. 
Tony helps him up, dusting the dirt off Marko's coat. "What did he give you?" 

Marko frowns and opens the piece of paper in his hand. All it says is, "protect Tony" 
KEEK EEKE 


Elias finishes writing a letter and leaves it on the kitchen table. He stops by his daughter and son's room for 


one last glance. Toys and clothes strewn about like they always were. 
He will miss them. After all they were a part of him. 


And he will miss his wife too. Her playful smile and hard as nails resolve. It kept him honest at times. 


But not now. She couldn't save him now. 


Elias heads outside of his two story house and locks the front door. They will be home soon and he didn't want 


to see them. 
He climbs into his black car and drives off. 


PEKEE 


Jani's stomach rumbles as he walks with Tony to the backstage door. "They need more food after gigs. It's 


never enough: 
Tony rolls his eyes at him. "Then maybe shouldn't have missed breakfast and lunch" 

Jani grumbles, "Well maybe if someone would have bothered to wake me for them?" 

Marko snorts behind them. "Nothing can wake you when you're passed out from drinking. You know that 
Henkka laughs beside Marko. "Ain't that the truth!" 


Tony shakes his head and pushes the backstage door open. He glances out and frowns. The rest of the band 
follows him out and heads to the left for the hotel. 


"Coming, Tony?" 
Tony turns to face Henkka. "He's..he's not here." 


Marko sighs. "You're surprised by that? He basically ran off and told me to protect you. Maybe he gave up on 
his one sided love affair for you?" 


"But..but he hasn't missed a show yet. This is going back several years." 

Marko blinks. "What? How come | didn't know about this until today?" 

Tony shuffles his feet. "Well, he's never killed someone before this. At least not in the same hotel we were at." 
Henkka frowns. "That we know of. Shit, | wonder if he's been leaving a trail of bodies for years?" 

Tony's face goes pale. "Oh my god." 


Jani looks between them. "I don't even know what you guys are talking about, but who cares about a guy who 


isn't even here?" 


Marko nods and pulls Henkka along. "He's got a point. We might as well leave it at that." 
Tony frowns at the light pole without him by it, and then joins them. 


9 REE KK 


Elias rams down the gas and speeds toward the water. One of the many lakes in Finland comes into view 


outside of Tampere. 

It's for the best, he tells himself. Nothing more can come of this. Time to start all over again. 
He pushes the pedal down further, racing the car at over [20 miles per hour. 

It will be here in moments. Then, it will be over. 

There wasn't much to live for anyway. The thrill was gone, so they say. 


Elias' car breaks through the barrier and pitches high into the air. He thinks for a moment that maybe this 


wasn't the way. 
The car smacks down in the middle of the lake, slowly sinking under its weight 

Elias shrugs and goes with it into the murky depths. 

RK EEK 

Tony wakes up from the constant ring of his cell phone. He pats around blindly for it on the nightstand. "Hello?" 
"Sorry to wake you, but, um, | have to something to tell you." 

Tony sits up, his heart starting to race. "Henkka? What's wrong? Did something happen to Make?" 


"No, no, nothing like that. It's weird, | was reading the paper and there's an article about a business man 


committing suicide in a lake near Tampere." 

Tony blinks the sleep out of his eyes. "Um, why would | care about that?" 
‘Its him, Tony. The guy that was stalking you." 

Tony leans back against the wall. "You're sure?" 


"Yeah, there's a picture with the article. His name was Elias Viljanen, 35, with a wife and two children It says 


he worked for many different companies over years, but none have anything to do with us." 

Tony swallows hard. "Did it say how he died?" 

"Drove his car into a lake. It's weird, because they're still looking for the body. At least according to this.” 
Tony blinks. "Wait, when did this happen?" 


"The wife said she found a letter dated for the [5th so they think that's when he did it. Though the car wasn't 


found for another two weeks by a fisherman" 

"The ISth? The day of our second Helsinki gig?" 

The phone went silent: 

Tony shook it. "Henkka? Henkka!" 

"Im herel Just.holy shit, thats why he wasn't there. He was already dead" 


A chill runs through Tony's body. He shivers and pulls the bed covers higher. "Yeah. Um, thanks for letting me 


know." 
"Yeah. Sorry. | gotta go, my daughter is crying.’ 


Tony cradles the phone long after Henkka's signal cuts out. He sits there staring in the dark until his wife 


comes to wake him. 


9 EE EK 


Henkka's eyebrow arches in the direction of a honey blond haired guy in leather pants waiting off to the side. 
He licks his lips and heads for him, only to be stopped by Marko. "What Make?" 


Marko rolls his eyes. "What about me? Aren't | enough for you?" 
Henkka turns to face him. "Of course you are, but look at that" 


Marko glances over at the guy and laughs. "Looks like something from the 80's. All he needs is a mic stand 
with scarves on it." 


Tony comes out and heads over to them. 


Henkka grins at Tony and points. "Get a load of that" 


Tony looks over and stares. He flushes when the guy's lips curve into a smile. “Um, nice." 

Henkka snorts and watches the guy saunter over to them. He wiggles his eyebrows at him. "Hey." 
The guy's eyebrow arches at Henkka. "Um, hey." He turns to face Tony. "Hey." 

Tony swallows hard. "Hey. Um, enjoy the show?" 

The guy nods, his long hair sweeping over his shoulders. "Definitely. You're amazing on stage." 
Tony flushes. "Um, thanks." 


"I know it's the Finnish way to not get too ahead of yourself, but it felt like you were singing right at me. Like 


you knew how | felt or something.” 
Tony looks into his eyes, twinkling under the street lights. "Yeah." 


The guy steps forward. "I don't want to assume anything, but what would it take to get a private show? To 


hear you sing for just me." 
Marko snorts. "Dream on, Tony doesn't swing that way. Nothing is going to change that." 
The guy blinks at Marko. "Huh? | just want to hear him sing for me, nothing more." 


Henkka's eyebrow arches. "Seriously? Because from my angle, it sounds like you're trying to get into Tony's 
pants." 


The guy flushes and backs away. "No, no, nothing like that. | just.. just want to hear him sing for me." 
"Where?" 


Henkka and Marko turn to stare at Tony. Marko shakes his head. "You can't be serious? He's just some 


groupie." 


Tony walks forward to stand in front of the guy, looking deep into his eyes. "He just wants me to sing. What's 
the harm in that?" 


The guy smiles. "| have a hotel room down the way." 


Marko shoves Tony to the side to stand between them. "I don't know what the fuck is going on, but he is not 


going back to your hotel room alone." 


Tony rolls his eyes and walks around Marko. "He's staying at the same hotel we are. Its not like | can't just go 


back to my room if things get out of hand" He looks into the guy's brown eyes. "But you wouldn't do that, 


would you?" 
The guy shakes his head. "No, | would never hurt you." 
Tony grins and pulls the guy along by the hand. "Then lets go." 


Marko and Henkka watch on dumbfounded as Tony leads the guy away toward the hotel. Henkka turns to 
Marko. "What the hell just happened?" 


RK 
Tony walks into the hotel and turns to the guy. "So what's your name?" 
The guy smiles. "It's Erno." 


They head for the elevators and wait for one to come. Tony glances over at Erno. "That's a very old school 


name. You don't see it very often." 


Erno grins. "I guess you could say I'm a little old school myself. Sometimes the good things never go out of 


style." 


Tony's eyebrow arches. "You don't say?" 

The elevator pings and opens. Erno grins at Tony. "Definitely." 

LEETE E EE ES 

Tony turns to him in the elevator. "You know, your eyes remind me of someone." 
Erno blinks and cocks his head the side. "Do they? Hmm, they're just brown" 
"Yes, but they're a certain kind of brown. One I've seen before." 

Erno shrugs and gets out of the elevator on the second floor. "It's very common" 


Tony follows him until he stops at door number 202. "Actually it's not. You rarely see brown eyed Finns. l've 


only run into a few of them." 
Erno unlocks the door with the code and turns back to Tony. "Does that mean l'm special?" 


Tony grins and pushes the hotel room open. "Very special.” 


Erno chuckles when Tony shuts the door behind him with his foot. "I guess that's why you followed me back to 
my hotel.” 


Tony nods and heads for the bed area. He sits down on the bed and pats it. "Come here." 
Erno sits beside him. He licks his lips and then flushes. 

Tony snorts. "Yeah | thought as much, but you can quit the act. | know who you are." 
Erno cocks his head to the side. "| don't understand. What act?" 


Tony gets up from the bed to stand in front of him. "This act. H's you, Elias. | know those eyes from 


anywhere." 
"Elias?" 
"Somehow you lived after that crash. That's why they couldn't find the body. You're still alive.” 


Erno frowns, shaking his head. "I don't understand what you're talking about. My name is Erno, and has been 


since | was born in 1118" 
Tony blinks. "1118?" 


Erno nods, playing with his hands. "Yeah, December ITth. I'm not sure who this Elias person is, but it's not me. 


I've lived in Oulu all my life." 

Tony sits down on the bed with a frown. "| don't... was so sure you were him. He's a murderer from Tampere." 
Erno touches Tony's arm. "Did he try to kill you?" 

Tony glances up. "Why would you say that?" 

"Well, your reaction to him." 

Tony sighs and covers his face with his hands. 

Erno shakes Tony's arm. "Are you ok?" 

Tony gets up from the bed, heading for the door. "No. I've led you on" 

Erno frowns and joins him. "I don't care about that, | just want to hear you sing for me." 


Tony scoffs and reaches for the door knob. "| doubt that's all you want to do." 


"But it is. | love your voice. Its so..unique. I've never heard anyone sing like that.” 
Tony stares at him. "But you've just heard it at the gig tonight. Why do you want to hear it again?" 


Erno smiles and touches Tony's arm. "But | want to hear it sung to me. At the show there were instruments 
covering it up. | just want to hear it without anything else." 


Tony lets go of the door knob. "Well, if that's all you want then | guess | could” 
Erno grins and heads back into the room and sits on the bed again. "That's all | want." 


Tony snorts and shakes his head. "I guess | can be thankful it's just that. It sounds like an odd request when 
you think about it” 


"Your wife has never asked you to sing for her? Or your children?" 
Tony smiles. "Its more like she's telling me to shut up because l'im singing too much. The kids like it though" 
"Then what's the harm of singing for me? Just a song or two. Nothing fancy” 

Tony blinks at Erno and sits down next to him. "What do you want me to sing?" 

Erno shrugs. "Whatever you want. It doesn't have to be Sonata Arctica" 

Queen?” 

Erno's eyes twinkle under the low light of the room. "I love Queen" 

"Then Queen it is. Do you mind if | close my eyes? | tend to do that while singing Queen" 

Erno grins and sits back. "Whatever makes you comfortable.” 

Tony glances over at the door, shadows casting under it. He frowns a little and then shuts his eyes. 
Erno digs into his bag, eyes on Tony, and pulls out a tube. 

Tony takes a deep breath, letting his body relax, before opering his mouth to sing 

Erno's eyes turn a deep red, holding the tube higher into the air. 


The door smashes open, making both of them jump. Out of the rubble comes a man 


Tony's eyes fly open and he gapes. “E.Elias?" 

Elias hurries into the room with a weapon of some sort raised at Erno. 

Tony stares at him. "I thought you were dead?" 

Erno snorts and gets up from the bed. "He should have stayed dead and left well alone!" 


Tony blinks and then watches a tube fall out of Erno's hands to the ground. He picks it up. "What the hell is 
this?" 


Elias sidesteps Erno and pushes him against the wall. He waves his hands at Tony. 


Tony snorts at Elias and pulls on the tube to reveal a mechanical device inside a bag. He pokes at it and it fires 


to life, sucking the air. "Well thats weird" 
Erno tosses Elias to the ground face first. "Try singing into it" 
Tony cocks his head to the side. "Ok" 


Elias kicks Erno's legs from under him, pinning him to the ground. He's frantically waving his hands in Tony's 
direction to get his attention. 


Tony leans over the tube, the air sucking around him. "I wonder what | should sing?" The machine whirls louder, 


blinking and sucking more air around Tony's mouth. 


Erno upends Elias and cracks him on the side of the head. Elias slumps to the ground, his eyes going in and out 


of focus before collapsing. 

Tony looks around the machine to find a small red button. "Huh, | wonder what this button does?" 

Erno races across the room. "No, don't!" 

Tony's finger presses the button and sounds explode from the machine, bouncing all around the room. He 
covers his ears from the barrage of singing, talking and screaming. All different types of voices - men, women, 
children, animals, everything. 


Erno pushes Tony away from the machine, fumbling with the button to get it to stop. "No. No. No!" 


Elias gasps for a breath and looks over at Tony dazed. "What." He sits up and looks around the room. "Its..it's 
back." 


Tony stares at him. "What's back?" 


Elias gets off the floor, stumbling a bit to intercept Erno, who is still fiddling with the machine. He leans down 
at hits Erno in the head with his weapon, stunning him and getting him off the machine. Fingers flick the silver 


switch and shove the tube into Erno's mouth. "How about a little taste of your own medicine?" 


Erno screams before he can stop himself, his breath and sounds rumbling into the machine at full force. He 


shakes violently as Elias flicks a few more switches to make it go faster. 

Tony stares on horrified. "What..what are you doing?" 

Erno's eyes flutter before he passes out on the ground. 

Elias sighs, and then laughs. "That fucking asshole. At least | can finally speak again 

Tony blinks. "I don't..." 

"Understand? Yeah well, it's probably better that way." 

Tony points to Erno. "What did you do to him?" 

Elias fishes out a cigarette and lights it, moving away from Tony to stand over to the side. "That machine 
steals voices." He kicks Erno's leg out of the way. "He's a Leshy. They normally just play in forests and mimic 
people's voices. This one decided to get fancy." 

Tony gapes at Elias. "He was trying to steal my voice?" 


"Yep, and probably gonna use it to lure your fans into the forest so he could eat them." 


Tony's eyes grow wide. "Eat them?" He wraps his arms around his body. "What about me? Was he going to eat 


me too?" 


Elias shrugs, taking a deep hit from his cigarette. "No idea. He might have just left you like me. No voice and 


forced to track him for years." 


Tony looks at Elias. "That's why you were always there. Outside of gigs. You were waiting for him to do 


something.” 


Elias laughs, waving his cigarette around. "More or less. Really | was using you as bait. There's no way he'd 


resist you. It just took him longer than | hoped." 
"Bait?" Tony got up from the floor to stand in front of Elias. "I was used as bait!" 


Elias winces. "Well, kind of yeah. | mean, you're kind of cute and have a unique voice." 


Tony's eyebrow arches. "You think l'm cute?" 


Elias flushes and finishes off his cigarette, snuffing it out on the wall. He moves away from the wall to stand 
in front of Tony. "Well, for a guy | guess." 


Tony snorts and places his hands on his hips. "And here | thought you were some mass murdering groupie." 


"I only kill when they pay me to do it. Beyond that, | just wanted my voice back" Elias laughs at the shocked 


look on Tony's face and leers at him. "So, you wanna do it?" 
Tony rolls his eyes, walking past Elias for the door. "Not a chance." 
Elias grins to himself and watches Tony go, muttering under his breath. "It was a worth a shot." 


FEKE EE KK 


Tony shuffles back to his hotel room, head swimming with crazy ideas. He opens his door and takes off his 
clothes, half stumbling into the bathroom for a shower. 


He rolls his eyes at Elias’ offer, even if it sounded a bit tempting after he just saved Tony's life. 


The water cascades down his body, relaxing his tensed up muscles. He switches it off and grabs a towel to dry 


off with. 

Tony snorts at his tired face in the steamed up mirror. "You look like hell, Kakko." 

He laughs and exits the bathroom, rubbing the water off his back. The towel gets tossed to a nearby chair as 
he pulls back the covers of his bed. He doesn't bother to put on any pajamas, his body is too tired to focus 


anymore. 


His eyes flutter shut and he drifts off to sleep, snoring out of his parted lips, the worry lines disappearing off 
his forehead. 


The bed creaks under him, shaking it slightly, and a pair of red eyes shine out underneath. 


